
A COOL SUBJECT.

JIow Ie Is llaaufactured An Interest-
ing Description.

4 Ywmj lwWittry Tliat I Gaining IIa;
Proportion.

fLvis, in Detroit Free Pre?9.J

Take 12m wonrt mul-puMl- (j alon the
ITrghway and when it freezes up the ice
will be as chsar a.-- tluit cut from the river.
Ilavt'iil yrm often wondered at this?
AVonlda't it ß?m reasonable to expect
thfi ice to be tha same color as the water?
Why fcw't it?

That's the keynote of my subject.
Dame Nature liaa some very curious
wayp, cay bo, and this id one of them.
In euBuner she helps that mud-puddl- e to
rvnler itaclf offensive to the eye and the
none la winter she alone purities it.
"When kor cold, frosty finders Lxpn to
dabble in the waters of the flouglu and
jonLs aad bayous she begin to purify.
--As the fredng process is carried on the
--water ia refute, and when the ice comes

3'ou eoo it cioan and transparent. Nature
.may not be able to squeeze out all the
weeds and sticks from this pond of ice, but
it would surprise you to see what she
does cast aride in the process of purifica-

tion.
The first hint of how to make artificial

ace most have come from a man who had
closely studied Nature's ways. IJefore
ilie war all the ice used in the South was

from the North, and it had a
ready sale at $3 per 100 jounds. Many
ships were engaged in the trade, loading
the ice on the New England coast and
delivering it at Charleston, Savannah,
Mobile, Galveston and other points.
Much of this ice wia naturally lost in the
.handling, and the high price made it an
article of luxury. The invention of a
process by which ice could be turned out
in large quantities at very low rates was,
'.therefore, hailed with great satisfaction.
There is not now a city of any size in the
South without its manufactory, and ice
can be had at retail for 1 to $1.50 per
100 pounds. No Northern ice can find a
market except along the seaboard. I
have scon, on three diiferent occasions,
lumps of Northern ice and cakes of arti-
ficial ice placed side by side in the sun,

--nnd in e.vrh instance the artificial lasted
.much the longest.

And now as to the manufacture: There
--ire two processes, but we will take the
simplest, which is called the ammonia
process. Tbe building may be an old
barn or rough shed, and the engine of
irorn ten to twenty horse-powe- r. As I
:aw the operation in a Georgia town they
pumjKvi their water from a canal, ami it

--was too muddy for a fish to live in. Fill
--a barrel with it to stand over night and
.here would be ttvo indies of mud in the

"öottorn of the barrel next morning.
The water is tint pumjed into a large

condenser, and Is there purified and
passed to condenser number two. It is
gain purified, and is then pumped into

Che baths. Each bath is a huge, square
jin, provided with apertures for holding

ninety-si- x tin molds. These molds are
sixteen inches long, eight wide and four
thick, and are ojK'ii at the top. Each
:nn, when filled with water, is placed in

iJie bin in a compartment by itself, and a
large lid shuts down over all. As the
water reaches the molds it is so clear and

xransparent that you could easily perceive
ii grain of sand at the bottom of the can.
Through the bins and around the cans
.ammonia gas is constantly circuiting in
pipes, and salt water is churned about
and kept in constant motion by means of

jpaddles worked by machinery.
It takes seventy pounds of salt to make

i fbath" for three bins holding 28$
mwlds, and it is renewed once a week.
One barrel of ammonia will List a small
factory like the one I am describingalout
ten days.

Let the factory start w ith all the molds
lull of water, and it is only alxuit half an
hour before the men begin to take out
ice. The molds are lifted out of the bin
iind carried to a vat of hot water and
dipped. This loosens the ice, and it is
ilung on a table. Each cake weighs
twenty pound, and three of them are
placed together to freeze solid. This
makes a cake sixteen inches long, twelve
inchcx thick, and twenty-fou- r inches
--wide. It is so perfectly clear that it re-

flects your image like a glass, and you
?an read newsjxicr print through three

iect of it
There is the engine pumping up the

muddy water at one end of the old build-
ing, and the men liandling the purest,
nicest ice you ' ever saw at the other,
while between them are only a few

.tanks and pipes. It seems wonderful,
-- doesn't it?

. In summer it is a common thing in
New Orleans and other Southern cities
to see blocks of artificial ice in the win-
dows of restaurants with quail, rabbit
and other game frozen in them. One w ho
does not understand that it is artificial
ice is fain to wonder how on earth the.
articles got in there.'

And in connection with this ice question
I want to drop a hint to the fanner boys
of the North. There is hardly a farm "in

county on which a fish iond cannot
be made. You want clean, cold water
to feed it. If the inlet is a creek you
must arrange matters in such a way that,
during high water, when the water is
muddy, it can be diverted from the pond.
A flume or race, or pipe from the creek
to the pond can be closed up any time.

lV;ch,bass, mullet, suckers, bill-hea- t 1$,

pike and other varieties will live ami
thrive in a pond on the farm, and in time
the farm will have fish to sell at the near-
est market. There Is amusement, recre-
ation and profit all in one, and when
winter coemb this same pond will vield
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all the ice" wanteü at the farm house dur-
ing the summer. There are many of
these fish-pon- ds in the South, and the
owners are making big money from the
Ride of fish alone. I have seen them fed
by a pijie running from a windmill and a
tank a long way olf", and again by a flume
leading otF a creek. Any natural sink or
basin will make the lake if you cftn get
water enough, and the fish should be
fed now and then with bread crumbs.
The farmer's boy who will go into this
will have more sport than in hunting and
more profit than in selling eggs.

LOTE.
LrttKt&ke tim for love an-- it dliht;

It i the one w-e- t thing that psys for all
Th bittfmf s of life, for Sorrow's blight.

For pain's dpar and IVath's funeral pa!L

In that lost era when the worn was new.
Lore wa nun's fin-- t pursuit and life's exmse.

Now ha that time come hack to me and jouWhy should we seek for more? What ia the

flla Wheeler.

THE BEACH FA it31.

BY HELEN FORREST GRAVES

"And serve him right!" said Mrs.
Wynhart, grimly.

"Ob, mother?" pleaded Winifred, who
was a fair-haire- d, cherry-lippe- d girl, ab
ways hanging down her head like a wild
anemone, "don't talk in that way,
please?"

"Mother's right enough," said Luella.
"Why shouldn't I talk that wayf

aid Mrs. Wynhart. "It's the gospel
truth, ain't it? 'Jack Jelliffe was a wild
fellow, always careering around the
country when he'd ought to be at home
reading his 'Notes on the Chatechiz.' "

"But, mother," ventured Winifred,
"you let him come here to see Luella,
when you supppsed he was old Squire
Sandiman's heir."

"I couldn't put him out doers, could

If retorted Mrs. Wynhart severely.
"Besides, that's quite a different thing.
Squire Sandiman ought to know his own
nephews better than any on else, and
he's left all his money to Simeon, while
Jack has only got the Beach Farm,
where there's nothing on earth but sea
weed and samphire, and long clams, to
be had!"

"It's an unjust will I" said Winifred,
reddening to the very roots of her flaxen
hair.

Hoity-toit- y 1" said Mrs. Wynhart,
wheeling suddenly around and regarding
Winifred sarcastically through the
moon-lik- o spheres of her big silver spec-

tacles. "What business was it of yours,
I'd like to know? He never will be
Luella's husband now!"

"There never was an engagement,"
laid Luella, cavalierly, "Of course a girl
must amuse herself; but I didn't care for
him." j

Winifred looked up with her soft eyes
brimming over with tears. Was there
no such thing, 9he asked herself, as
Cruth and loyalty in the world? Whj
did they all turn against him in this
way, just when his uncle's will had so

vuelly disapp'Qted him?

Bo Mrs. Wynhart and Luella went to
the "Weekly Chorus of Song," where
Deacon Thorney led the tunes very
much through his nose, and Miss Betsey
Boxfield labored after, on a leaky melo-deo- n

which wheezed audibly at every
note, and Winifred remained behind to
darn the stockings and put her twin-brothe- rs

to bed.
It was the way in which matters were

always decided in the Wynhart house-

hold. Winifred was quite used to it,
and never dreamed of making an appeal.

But while she sat there all alone, with
the twins snoring up stairs, and the fire
crackling on the hearth, and the golden
March moon climbing the sky, there
came a tap at the door, and in walked
no less a personage than Jack Jelliffe
himself.

"Oh, Jack!" said Winifred, jumping
up with a alight scream.

"Yes, it's I," said Jack, somewhat
moodily. "I just met your mother and
sister. They wouldn't speak to me."

"Wouldn't speak to you, Jack?"
"Pretended not to know me, until I

spoke. It's all the same. Winifred,
you don't believe it, do you?" ha burst
out, abruptly.

"Believe what, Jack?" she faltered.
"That I am wild and worthless that

I deserved the slight my uncle has pat
upon me."

"No, Jack," earnestly responded
Winifred, witji tears in her eyes, "I
never believetl it! Because we were
playmates together, and you were al-

ways, oh, so good to me! And besides,
Jack, I hoped I thought you might
one day be my brother."

"I liked Luella well enough " said
the young man, slowly, "but it wasn't
the that I wished to make my wife. It
was you, Winifred!"

"I!" cried the girl.
"I loved you, Winifred," said Jelliffe,

in a faltering voice. "Whenever J
dreamed of a home of my own, it was
your face I fancied beside my hearth;
but now"

"Well." said Winifred, "now"
"I don't dare to ask any girl to be my

wife. I couldn't expect any girl to go
to the bleak loneliness of the Beach
Farm, with its acres of sea-gra9- s and
shingly sand, and its old, one-storie- d

house, all leaning to one side with the
east wind."

Winifred looked at him with soft,
glittering eyea.

'Jack," taid she, "I don't mind the
loneliness nor the east winds, if if only
you love me! I'd risk it all, if"

"Winifred! Do you really mean it?"
And she answered, blushing beauti-

fully:
"Yea, Jack."
"You'll risk it all, Winifred, fox my

sake?"
And she said it again: w
"Yes, Jack."
Great was the tumult and displeasure

in the Wynhart family when it was di
covered that Winifred had engaged her.
self to Jack Jelliffe.

"If it had been Simeon, now," croak-
ed Mrs. Wynhart, ''I shouldn't hare 10
müch objected "

"But I didn't love Simeon, mother,"
said Winifred.

"Love!" repealed Luella, angrily.
"Bah I I've no patience with such sen-

timental trash; and if Winifred is really
determined to go to the Beach Farm, she
must make up her mind to separate her
self from us!"

"Oh, Luellal"
"Luella is right," said Mrs. Wynhart.

UI never expected to see a child of mine
deliberately turn pauper."

Winifred, soft and yielding though
she was in other matters, was most true
and loyal to Jack Jelliffe, in spite of the
vehement opposition she met with from
her family.

So matters stood, one bloomy, blowy
April evening, when Winifred went
out under the crimsoning maples of the
woods to meet Jack Jelliffe. For Mrs
Wynhart had made herself so obtrusive-
ly disagreeable that all hopes of pleasant
evenings by the fireside were abandoned.
Jack Jelliffe was there before her.

' "Well, lassie," he exclaimed, joyously,
as she came up, "I've been waiting for
you this half-hou- r! And I thought you
never were coming!"

Mrs. Wynhart was cutting out littla
cloth waist-coa- ts for the twins, by the
light of a smoky kerosene lamp, when
the door opened, and Winifred came in,
leaning on Jack's arm!

She glared at them over her spectacle-rim-s

with most ungracious eyes.
"Mother," said Winifred, in alow

voice, "we have something to tell you.
Jack has sold the Beach Farm "

"Humph!" said Mrs. Wynhart: "And
you are expecting to come here to live,
are you? But you can't!"

"To the city of Sandport," went on
Winifred, as if her mother had not spo-
ken "for a sea-sid- a park. And they
have paid him twenty thousand dollars
for it."

"Twenty thousand dollars!" gasped
Mrs, Wynhart. "For a hundred acres
of barren sea sand! It ain't true I
don't believe it!"

"And," added valiant'Jack, "we hare
bought Doctor Bailey's farm, with the

tone-hous- e, und I can give her a home
at least as good as the one I take her
from."

"As good as you take her from I I
should think so! " ejaculated Mrs.
Wyifhart, remembering with regret that
all this golden prize might have been
Luella's. "Squire Bailey's stone house!
With a bay-windo- w and double-parlors- ,

and blinds to every window! WTell!

Only Winifred, I hope you'll not be too
let up to speak to your mother and sis-

ter when you've moved there?"
"There's no danger of it," said Wini-fre- d

laughing almost hysterically
for, brave as she had been in the face of
trouble, good fortune took her almost by
eurprise. "But oh, mother, if you'll
only kiss me, and say that you're glad
I'm going to be so happy if you'll only
do that!"

And Mrs. Wynhart did so, from the
bottom of her heart. Neither was it an
act of hypocrisy. For Winifred engag-
ed to a man worth twenty thousand
dollars was a different sort of girl from
Winifred who had resolved to marry a
pauper.

Squire Sandi man's will was so differ-

ent from the way in which people gener-
ally had interpreted' it. Simeon, with
his five thousand dollars in cah, was all
very well but the Beach Farm had sold
for four times that amount, and the dis-

inherited nephew had become the hero
tf the day. How was Squire Sandiman
to have foreseen all thii?

But Winifred cared little for all that.
She had loved Jack before, and she loved
him now. It was nice to be married at
home, in a new white dress, with Luella
to arrange her hair, and she was glad
that all liked Jack so much. But she
loved him nothing else mattered much

she loved him, and that was enough.

shadow Love.
Shad 3 w love and shadow kisses.

Life cf shadows, wondrous strange;
Shall al! hours be sweet as this is,

Silly darling, safe from change!

AH things that we clasp and cherish
Tai like dreams we may not keep

U u man hearts forget and perish.
Human eyes must fall asleep.

From Heme's Pcxms.

A Connubial Iietort,
New York Graphic

They were having a heated argument.
He said:

"Stop your quarreling. Teople will
think we are crazy."

"No they won't, dear," she replied.
"They will think one of us is crazy."

"Ah!" he responded, "there's your ego- -
tism aain."

A KISS OF YK OLDEN TYJIE.

"Ye pleasare cf yloTert' kys,
Whn hmrts ar in attune,

I think I go not f r amy?
In calling Heaven's txcn;

Ye lipps mix up in weet embrace.
Ye eye do p-p- p and fl uh.

Ye nones manly interlace,
Then comn the fiua.1 crash.

J New Orleans Item.

Lepul Ixjre.
Babbett Irving was recently examined,

at Galveston, for a license to practice law.
"In order to constitute a last will what

is essential?" aked the lawver who was
questioning the applicant.

"A corpse and some property ii all that
is necessary," was the reply.

"Was Not Interested.
Detroit Free Press.

He rang the door-be- ll of a house on
Cass avenue and when the owner him-

self opened the door handed him a scaled
envelope.

"Recipe for the cholera," he said in a
brisk jerky voice, "only twenty-fiv-e

cents."
"But my dear sir, I don't want it,"

paid the citizen drawing back. "I baven't
any use for it. Cholera is something we
never indulge in."

"Take it, and I'll throw in the cele--
brated treatise by the great Doctor O
'How theeholcra travels,' in book form."

"My friend," said the Cass avenue
man gently but firmly, "I don't care a
contienntal how the cholera travels
whether it is in look form, on a steam
yacht or in a palace car. Wbat I partio
ularlv desire just now is to see you travel;
ta-ta- T'

The agent took the hint and his depar-
ture at the same moment.

An Honest Customer.
Alta California.

There is a cheap clothing dealer on
Kearney street, whose confidence in
mankind has received a severe set-bae- k.

The other day an honestdooking country-
man walked into his store, and said:

"You remember tliat second-han- d over-
coat I Ixmgbt here for eight dollars yes-
terday?"

"Never dakes back anythings ven
vonce solt, my friend t," said the hand-mo-down- er.

"Oh, that's all right. I just wanted to
soy that I found this $500 bill sewed in
the lining. Perhaps the owner may call
for it."

jr'Of gorso ho vil he has call alreadty,
my tear friendt," exclaimed the dealer,
eagerly capturing the money. . "You ish
von bonish man. Here, I gif you feeftv
tollar ash a revard. Dot vil be all right."
When the honest customer, jrot around
the corner he murmured softly, "I gues.s
I'd letter take this fifty and tskip up to
Portland before that fellow tumbles to
counterfeit. It's getting mighty hard to
shove the 'queer' around these parts, and
that's a fact;
rise Cariosity or City and Country

lCOtI?.
iR. J. Burdette in Philadelphia Times.l

There is a very ancient belief, and I du
not know where or how ever it originated
that people who live in the country are
characterized, among their other very
ridiculous and peculiar traits, by a de-

vouring curiosity that is entirely un-

known in the city.
Part of this is true. Just about one-ha- lf

of it. That portion referring to the
country. Undoubtedly the villager ia
most intensely interested in the affairs of
his neighbor. Undoubtedly, also, his
neighbor, with extravagant wariness,
takes heed unto th6 villager. But that
the villager or the farmer possesses this
trait or quality of curiosity in any degree
more than his cousin in the city is an

pen question,
The villager, it is true, walks down

Chestnut street or Broadway, back to the
street, face to the show-window- s, mouth
njrspe, perhaps and eyes wide opes.
Even so do I. Roughly, carelessly and
sometimes rudely is the villager jostled
and pushed as he stands in the way by
the incurious city man to whom all this
is old and stale. But further down the
street a cluster of twenty men impede
the wav. Now there are fifty, now the
startled rustie beholds upward of 180
men crowding about some object in the
itreet. All city men, messenger?, sales-
men, brokers, clerke, student, ariists,
littrary men, gentlemen cf leisure, oneo-tw- o

dudes, possibly a tramp or two nil
the tramps are city men. The villager
forgets the windows in his greater at
traction; he hurries on, eager to see the
fight, the murder, the suicide, whatever,
the unusual horror may be, that hus
power to gather in one close mass 200 or
more busy and incurious city men. He
elbows his way through the dense mass
and, heart-broke- n with disappointment,
fees three men digging a small hole in
the ground to find a leak in a gas main.
Something the villager wouldn't cress
the street to see. He is the first man to
edge his way out of that crowd.

Again, Rusticus beholds another crowd,
larger and more excited than the first.
Again he runs to see, and lol the banker,
the broker, the clerk aüd the preacher by
the score and the hundred, gather about
a horse that has slipped on the pavement
and fallen in his harness. Short tima
does Rusticus linger at that attraction.
He has seen horses fall before and he
knows how to get them to their feet
without sending for a policeman.

When you have made up your mind
that all curiosity stops west of Fifty-secon- d

street, stroll down CJiestnut street
some day when they are hoisting a safe
into a second-stor- y window. You will set
people fifty-tw- o year9 old, who were born
in Philadelphia, staring in the air as
though for the first and last time since
this old globe swung into space a safe
was to be suspended between the side-
walk and the second story. The villager
might stare at a balloon until it sailed
dut of sight, but when he comes to town
id has no time to waste on safe-hoi- s tiaz.
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TUE O AMBLING BAOE.
TPh-iladelph- Press.

Among the many anecdotes whish make
npfordoob'fnlte aof foundation by their
excellence of invention is one which relates
tbe history of a visit paid to a great Wall
street operator bj an hnmb'e admirer and
distant imitator on the other side. It bad
occurred to the inerenioas English speculator
that the Industrie j of the ball and bear might
bo plied witb greater proüt their practi-
tioners on either Atlantic shore, if an Eng-
lishman and an American were to work in
concert. He accordingly at occe hasteced
to NeYork, and having obtained an in-
terview with Mr. O. or Mr. V., or same other
letter of the alphabet, it matters not, when
he procf eJed to lay bef jre that rrainate the
detads of bis schäme of concerted finarjc'al
aci ion. Mr. X. beard him oat with tbe most
patfectand courteous attention, and ex-
pressed bis big approval of the ingennity
of bis visitor's p!an He saw, be said, bat
ore obstacle to its inventor's securing the
co operation which he bad crossed the ocean
to seek, and that was that "in America we
never speculate." Humb!ed and abashed,
the Engiitb tempter withdrew from the
great man's pre e nee, and so awakening was
the rebuke thus administered him that, if
report may be trustfd he on reaching bis
native Jnd irumfdiately retired from his
qestionable business and devoted the remain-
der of his days to meditation and charitable
works.

If this or anything like it ever happened
the reply o' Mr. X. wa? most likely only a
mere sa'.ly cf dry national horror. Bat it
wou'd have betn quite legitimate to have
ottered it by way cf amicb!y exaggerated
protest against a poular En glish notion of
the American character. Almost everything
transatlantic is on a larger than the Euro-
pean ecale, and tbe element of magnitude
pets o founded with that of number.
America produces bigger operations than
Earore just as nature has ecdowtd her
with breaker livers and vaster plains. Larger
fortunes are made and lost here by tbe
methods of speculation and with a greater
rapidity of bth processes than is tbe cafe
oh tbe other side of the Atlantic.

WOMEN WHO SrECTLATE.
The descriptions of tbe "ladies' room" at

Chicigo in which fair speculators asenibled
daily to "plunge on bacon," were, cf course,
embellished with many details concsived
rather in tbe artistic than the hietoric spirit.
Ten and ink sketches of the fiscinating fe-

male gamblers, waiting with pale cheeks
and treixbMcg lios in expectation of a
"boom" in lard, offers too strong a temp'a-tio- n

to the picturesque reporter to be re-
sisted. The British paterfamillias, himself
perhaps a perpetual gambler in ' Brighton
A's" or some other violently elastic stock
on the Lot don market, would shake his head
solemnly over proofs of so widespread a de-

moralization, and invite his wife and daugh
ters to consider what can bs ia store for a
Nation in which the "very women specu-
late." Probably be knows, however, or if he
had any acquaintance with a certain class of
English Bociety he would know, that the
Chicago lady gamblers have their counter-
parts in his own country.

An accomodating fraternity of stock and
share dealers in Capel Court have always
been ready to supply not only their country
uen, bat their country womea.with abund-
ant facilit es for gracefully losing their mon-
ey, and, from the time when the purchase
by the English Government of the 8uex Ca-

nal shares and the war which shortly after-
ward succeeded it gave stimulus to cupidity,
by the sight of the rapid and extreme fluctu-
ation in the value of certain securities which
these events brought about, the female
"buH" if the physiological paradox may
b forgiven has become not, indeed, a com-
mon pbenomeco- - in England.

THE ENGLISH TASTE FOE GAMBLING.

The British Puritan forgets in thess hap-
py moments of sell approving virtue, that
there is no country in the world in which
one-hundredt- h part as much money changes
hands every year in wagers on the flee:ness
of a horse's feet; and that, of late years, it
must be said too that there is none in which
the practice of wager ne on horse races hai
filtered down to a comparatiyely humble a
stratum of the population. The fortunes
that haye been made within quite a recent
date by certain of the cheap sporting news-
papers afford significant not to say ominous,
testimony to the extent to which the taste
for this pastime one, be it observed, in
which no laree portion of a community can
profitably participate except by means of
gambling has developed a jxong all classes
of English society.

Bat betting upon horse-race- s is cot the
only form of epeculitlon which has gained
ground of late years in England. Members
of the Steck Exchange have much to say
concerning a certain new departure in their
own business, and, iß deed, on that point the
advertising colamns of the London newspa-
pers tell their own tale. The racing "tips-
ter will soon be "nowhere" by the side of
the disinterested gentlemen wüo undertake
to guide Credulity to Fortune by a path
warranted to keep clear of the precipice of
Risk. On this latter point they are all of
tnem confident. Only let an intending spec-

ulator send them 'cover" to a certain
amount as broker's security, of courte,
against possible less at the game at which it
is impossible to lose and they will pledge
themselves to return him 100 for every sov-

ereign, 1,000 for every 10, and so on in
proportion. It is true that there is a little
disagreement between the single operators
acd those who style themjelvea promoters ol
ibe formation ot synd:cates the two com
Petitors for the dupe's ra'.ronage Indig-

nantly describing each other's operations,
no dmbt witn perfect truth, in each case,
as certain to result in loss. This estimate of
the intelligences to which they believe them-
selves to be appealing ia so humorously In-

dicated by the remark of one advertiser to
the effect that he is otten asked by clients
whether buying and selling the same stock
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at the same time would not he a remunera-
tive operation. Ho would be glad, he con-
tinues, with admirable command of gravity,
to give deta lei re asons, bnt will only aaj"
now that it invariably ends in losses.

8 HAEPS AND TREIB MCTIMS.
Nothing could be irore impregnable than

the proposition that to pay half per
cent lor the privilege of transferring a cer-
tain sum of money from one pocket to tha
other "invariablv eDds in losses;" but tha
client who should require "detailed reasons'
in support of this proposition before accept-
ing it must closely resemble that person
whose head inspired Charlie Lamb with so
irrepressible a desire to feel it. Undoubt-
edly his financial adviser has read his intel-
lectual character more accurately than any
pbrenolo2ist; but he is probably only a fair
sample cf thess whom from advertisements
of this kind extract money. Tbe really and
unpleasantly in tert st i g part cf tbe matter
is that th nnmtitr of these per-on- s must be
very contiderfcb e, or olherwite the "Stock
Exchange 'titster" could net thrive; that
thrive he does seems manifest though from
the multiplication of his advertisements. A
year or two ago there was not such a thing to
be seen amoDgtbe basinets announcement
of oar newspapers; now they fill whole col-
umns with the explar ations of their systems
and promises of the profit which they hold
out, and new r aires seem to make their ap-
pearance every week. From the success and
development of this new industry d'soour-see- d

as it is it must be remembered, by the
' more orthodox members of the Stock Ex

change, who regard it partly as unprofes-
sional touting and partly as calca!ated to
inspire a not quite unmerited distrust la
their own methods of business it is impossi-
ble not to draw inferences highly unfavora-
ble to any Pharitaic comparison of England
with other nations in the matter of gamblog.
The probability is that one caticn is very
much like another In this respect, and that
England, if no better, is no wort e than her
neighbors. Tbe fragile fabric of wh.'ch her
house is built is not so very conspicuous that
any one need call attention to it on its owt
account, bat then she should leare off thxo
lng stone.


